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them when you're on service/* Gregor whispered
irritably.
" I'm itching all over."
" Everybody's itching all over ; what can we do about
it now ? Keep going ! When we get to Yekatexinodar we'll
have a good wash/'
" But we can't put on clean clothes ! " Aksinia said with
a sigh. " They'll be the death of us, Grisha ! "
" You get off to sleep; we shall be setting out early in
the morning."
Gregor could not sleep for hours. Nor did Aksinia sleep.
She sobbed quietly more than once, covering her head with
her great sheepskin coat, then she tossed and turned for a
long time, sighed, and dozed off only when Gregor turned
to her and put his arms around her. In the middle of the
night he was disturbed by a loud knock. Someone was
banging on the door, and shouting :
" Hi, there, open the door, or we'll break it down ! You're
sleeping soundly, you devils ! "
The master of the house, an elderly and inoffensive
cossack, went out into the porch and asked :
" Who's there ? What do you want ? If you want
somewhere to spend the night, it's no good corning here.
We're already crowded out, and haven't even got room
to turn over."
" Open the door, I tell you ! " came a further shout
fr om outside. The next moment half a dozen armed cossack
flung the door wide open and poured into the front
room.
*' Who have you got spending the night here ? " asked
one of them, a man iron-black with the frost, hardly able to
move Ms frozen lips.
" Refugees. But who are you ? "
Without answering him, a cossack strode into the best
room and shouted:
" Hey, you ! Stretched yourselves out nicely, haven't
you I Get out of here at once ! Troops are to be quartered
here. Get up, get up! And hurry up about it, or we'll
soon shake you out! "
" Who are you, to shout like that?7' Gregor asked
hoarsely, and slowly got up.
0 I'll show you who I am ! " The cossack strode towards
u*